NOBEL

But pleasant lies may mask an ugly truth,

At least to weaker minds ; the strong require

A solid ground, whereon to build their hopes.

Mine are but few.    My love is with the dead.

Nor was I there to soothe her latest hour,

But came to gaze upon a putrid corpse,

Such as but fools can cherish.   At the sight

A shudder seized me, and I turned away

In frenzied anguish, unrelieved by tears.

At length they came, and as they freely flowed

A calm came o'er my spirits.    Kneeling down

I raised my eyes towards Heaven and prayed

To the great Father there who gives and takes.

The day went down and through the dead of night

The stars shone lovely, and their rays to me

Seemed as a mystic answer from above.

And so they were; what are those rays which fill

This universe but messages from God ?

Could we but read their meaning.   As I gazed

My mind elating with the grandeur round,

Felt deeply humbled o'er my petty grief,

And I resolved to shake it off as much

As man has strength to do, and to devote

My life to nobler duties.   From that hour

I have not shared the pleasures of the crowd

Nor moved in Beauty's eye compassion's tear,

But I have learned to study Nature's book

And comprehend its pages and extract

From their deep lore solace for my grief.

This poem has the authentic personal note; the theme cannot
be regarded as a poetic fiction.   Nobel destroyed the other poems
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